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and very firmly kissing her with the reverent adora-
tion which he felt, a kiss so tender that it was hardly
a kiss. His precious fragile Lisa, who must never be
crumpled or taken advantage of.
"How silly I am," she thought, "to let my nerves
be irritated by everything that my heart loves in
Cuthbert."
"Do you know that I love you?'* she asked.
"You married me."
"Did I?  I thought you married me."
"My darling, I didn't mean it like that. I meant
that you wouldn't have entrusted your whole
precious self to someone you didn't love/'
"How like Cuthbert to say 'entrusted'," she
thought, and as so often when she was not feeling
irritable, she felt humble.
"As long as it is precious to you," she said.
He took her hand and kissed it first on the back
and then on the palm.
"Infinitely precious to me," he said.
"You are looking very pretty to-night," said the
Countess.
"It is entirely due to Cuthbert," Lisa explained
truthfully.
"How very proper."
The Countess was unaccustomed to husbands who
made their wives look pretty.